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finally having plunged into the river. My father
looked up from his work and without a moment's
hesitation said, * What an in-Seine beast!'
The energy of his youthful days never deserted
him till within a few days of his death. Whatever
the weather, he insisted on walking the mile and
a half to and from the station daily; and, when
the carriage was sent to meet him on some dark,
wet evening, I have known him put his handbag
into it and walk home. He regarded a walk as
the infallible cure for almost all bodily ailments,
and I should hardly have been surprised to hear
him recommend it for a broken leg.
On one occasion this propensity brought him
into imminent peril. In 1855 he and my mother
went for a tour in the Alps. On their return they
set out from Locarno, intending to drive to Airolo
and cross the St Gothard Pass the following day.
I believe that it was somewhere near Faido that,
as the carriage was slowly going up a steep hill,
my father insisted on getting out to walk. The
night was dark and the road was narrow and on
the edge of a precipice 1200 feet deep* My father,
owing to his defective sight, fell over the edge,
but by what seemed almost a miracle was caught
by a grassy slope twelve feet down and lay there
unconscious. The carriage passed on and waited
for him at the top of the hill. When he failed
to appear, my mother and two friends who had
joined them for the night's expedition became
alarmed and sent the coachman back with one
of the carriage lamps to search. My father was
found lying in his precarious position, and was
taken to the inn $bout a mile off, where he lay
unconscious for some time and out of reach of a